THE TURN OF THE TIDE             31

THE TURN OF THE TIDE

AN' Bill can have my sea-boots, Nigger Jim can

have my knife,

You can clivvy up the dungarees an' bed,
An' the ship can have my blessing, an' the Lord can

have my life,
An' sails an* fish my body when I'm dead.

An' dreaming1 down below there in the tangled

greens an1 blues,

Where the sunlight shudders golden roundabout,
I shall hear the ships complainin' an' the cursin' of

the crews,
An' be sorry when the watch is tumbled out.

I shall hear them hilly-hollying the weather crojick

brace,
And the sucking of the wash about the hull;